THE WHITE MONKEY	233
" Yes, sir.   Last night."
" Good for you, Butterfield !  What happened ? "
" I didn't send my name in, sir—just the firm's card.'5
Michael was conscious of a very human malice in the
young man's voice and face.
" Well ? "
" Mr. Elderson, sir, was at his wine. I'd thought it out,
and I began as if I'd never seen him before. What struck
me was—he took my cue ! "
" Didn't kick you out ? "
" Far from it, sir. He said at once : 6 Put my name
down for two copies.' "
Michael grinned.   "You both had a nerve."
" No, sir; that's just it. Mr. Elderson got it between
wind and water. He didn't like it a little bit."
" I don't twig," said Michael.
" My being in this firm's employ, sir. He knows you're
a partner here, and Mr, Forsyte's son-in-law, doesn't he ? "
" He does."
" Well, sir, you see the connection—two directors be-
lieving me—not him. That's why I didn't miss him out.
I fancied it'd shake him up. I happened to see his face in
the sideboard glass as I went out. His got the wind up
all right."
Michael bit his forefinger, conscious of a twinge of
sympathy with Elderson, as for a fly with the first strand
of cob-web round his hind leg,
" Thank you, Butterfield," he said.
When the young man was gone, he sat stabbing his
blotting-paper with a paper-knife. What curious ' class'
sensation was this ? Or was it merely fellow-feeling with
the hunted, a tremor at the wray things found one out ?
For, surely, this was real evidence, and he would have to
pass it on to his father, and * Old Forsyte.5 Elderson's

